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Description: 
SNAKE; to creep, sneak. A person or thing resembling a snake in any of various 
ways; specifically, a treacherous or deceitful person. 


1. Snake. 


Snake; Free Verse 
You wound yourself so silkily . 
Squeezed. 
Constricted. 
Stunned me 
with your sweet venom 
Mistaken for the kiss of life. 
Two wounds you left: 
One for heart, 
One for soul. 
Fool! 
I. 
You. 
In arid desert, 
Shed skins 
of tiny dulled diamonds, 
which in the sun, 
disintegrate. 
I. 


No fool now. 


Breathe 

the diamond dust away. 
Unwound-— 

Unbound. 
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2. Snakeskin 


Snakeskin 


Snakeskin 

shedding seasons. 

Winter, spring, summer, fall, 
My downfall. 


You. 


In Eden snake slithered 

into yet unknown humanness. 
Tempted. 

Both. We bit the apple. 


Still I am the temptress? 


I bear breasts and children. 
Till the soil with my loins. 
Hoping to renew the Garden 
before the snake. 

Before the downfall. 


The fall from grace. 


Halved, grown from your rib 
I am fecund; 
Winter, spring summer, fall, 


birthing our progeny. 
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3. Game 


Game 

Wooed by silken tongue of snake 
First bite of knowledge Eve did take. 
Adam followed in her wake. 


Took the path of most resistance. 


Opened breadth of their existence. 
Their God had dangled apple bright; 
Of Knowledge fruit they must not bite. 
Quite aware the choice He’d given 


Once taken was not to be forgiven. 


Gave Snake much satisfaction, 
This God betraying action; 
Original Sin infraction 


Inciting angry Deity reaction. 


For the pair that He had mated 
Tasted of Temptation He’d created. 


With thunderous frown 


Eve and Adam were sent down, 


Down, down from His grace. 
Down to a much harsher place; 
To a naked new direction 


Where Fig leaves were no protection. 


He, Creator, made it known 

Alone, they’d reaped what had been sown. 
If of the Tree they’d not been told 
Responsibility would be His to hold. 


They’d felt that God could be out-clevered, 
For want of knowledge, trust was severed. 
On humankind was left a curse 


No retraction, no reverse. 


Original choice result was meted. 
Man’s sin would not be deleted. 
And for being underhanded, 


Snake struck mute, forever branded. 


Inauspicious situation 


Demanded desperate motivation. 
Reliance on their own devices 


Beckoned entry for human vices. 


Whence Adam with a sense of shame 
Began with Eve a blaming game, 
Then set about the world to plunder 


Really, is it any wonder? 


Good and evil began their game 
Creation would never be the same. 
Free will had come with cost 


Direct line to God was lost. 


Though from Eden they were driven, 
Dominion over Earth was given. 
A veritable power feast 


Creating havoc still unceased. 


Father turned from them His face. 
Mankind lacking God’s embrace 
Created idols to fill the space; 


Not auguring well for the human race 


How many gods now on the side of win 
As we desiccate our kith and kin? 
Going about our human game 


God’s original pride might be to blame. 


©Grapher2013 


4. Molting 


Molting 

In the elongated season 
of our suspect growth 
we sprouted rattle tails, 


dulled diamond scales. 


Wished for wings. 
Did I. 

To fly, defy, 

the downward pull 


dragging over path of stone and bone. 


The cloying coil of us 

girded, smothered, trussed, 
precursor to a molting must 

when shredded underbellies 

burst the seams 


of incompatible dreams. 


Shed the shame, the blame. 


There’s new born flesh 
fresh sprouted fledgling wings 


to feel the sun, the rain. 


© grapher January 2014 


5. Black Coal Soul 


Black Coal Soul 


Black 

The colour of your heart 
The pigment of your soul 
Ember dead, spark lost. 
Back-cast to layered strata 


From whence a diamond grows. 


No glow. 
You’re back to black 
Under crush of 


Untoward need. 


Burrowing. 

Seeking life in bowels deep 
Where there is no light. 

No truth 

To melt the meaning out. 


Primordial defeat. 


I choose to find my fire 
Your dark does not inspire. 
A black coal soul 


Feeds on its own desire. 
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6. The Camping Trip 
The Camping Trip 


The scent of campfire lingered 
On the scalded pot for days. 
While our backs were turned 


Our feast had burnt to ash. 


And when the fervid fire touched 
Our sleeping bag 
Mimicking a hot embrace 


You extinguished flames so deftly 


In the shark bite wound 
That deblossomed so readily. 
I burned my hand 


And scented endings. 


We crooked ourselves 
Around the gaping hole 


The desiccated maw 


So as not to feel our ancient cold. 


No trace now of scent or burn 
On pot nor me 
Washed clean, healed. 


Sleeping bag a memory. 


The camping trip an ashen residue 
Atop our pyre of blunder 
Finally inflamed, combusted 


From what had smouldered under. 
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7. No More talk of Michelangelo 
No More Talk of Michelangelo 


Noting your self abdication 
Mental fornication 
Demanding untoward situation 


I dreamt your demise. 


No surprise in the satisfaction 
Of my dream reaction, 

As you tumble down black cliff. 
Stiff, wood in effigy 


Glee is my refrain 
You do not remain 
Salient; whole. 

Soul black, shattering 
At battering by sea. 


I see arms, leg, finger, 


No linger of your image 


Fractions-equations of the self 


Your head on shelf of rock. 


Mesmerized I do not balk 
Staring at your eye stones 
Pebbled over living zones. 
All those vast unknowns 

Bleached, beached bones. 


I turn into the wind and go. 


There is no more talk of Michelangelo. 
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8. Strike 


Strike 


I seek no memories. 
They strike. 
Venomous snakes 
Surprised from sleep. 
I seek no memories. 


They catch me unaware. 


A corner glimpse 
And I am there. 
Bitten — 

Struck. 

Poisoned 


In my soul. 


I seek no memories. 
They leap unbidden 
In desert land of me 


Where oasis used to be. 


Illusion’s truth, a lie. 


Where lovers lost will crawl to die — 
Shed the snakeskin and pretend, 

It’s the Other that brought the end. 
I seek no memories. 


They strike. 
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9. Exorcism 


Exorcism 


Without the rolling of the head, 
The spew of green and black and red 
Without the guttural refrain 


I have expunged my evil bane. 


That part of heart in which you slithered 
Is exsiccated, winter withered. 
The exprobration of your word 


Expelled now to depths unheard. 


Expurgated from the black 
I am never going back. 
No exceptions will be made 


All extortions have been paid. 


Extraction of the maybe jewel 
Excavated fossil fuel. 


I light a match explicitly 


To your vast duplicity. 


So I express and expiate 
Your vapid reign did terminate. 
The pages, white, they held my fire 


So to ash you did expire. 
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10. Grave 


Grave 


The hands that laid you 
in the last dark bed 
were defined, outlined 
in ashen aura 

of fetid embrace. 

A liar in mourning; 


a heart untrue. 


The wind on mountain 
wild with despair 
whipped its moan about 
as if to free your soul 
from this last touch 


that asked so much. 


Cold, 


the lazy hands and heart. 


Lying. 
whilst you living, giving 
warm, alive, 


were pirated, depleted. 


Now your ashes feted 


in lonely celebration. 


It was not you interred 


buried in the earthen pit. 
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11. Gold Digger 


Gold Digger 


She’s getting bigger, go figure. 
Could be the Smug Drug 

Causing bloating from the gloating 
Such cunning ability 


Beneath a false fragility. 


Concentration strain 

Of trying to maintain 

A one track train 

On the quest for gain. 
Destination: 


Pocketbook fornication 


‘Oh honey,’ says she 
’Let’s become a We.’ 
Poor spellbound sleeper — He 


Wound with net of gauze 


No laws of love here I fear. 


Soft lure morphs to steel 
No feel for real in situation 
Of greed gestation 
Building captive nest 


Where paucity can rest. 


She, garbed in gold 

Soul sold. 

A sad demise 

For want of earthly prize 
And He, too bound 

In velvet ropes to see 


The rabid expectation of the We. 


© Grapher May 13, 2013 


12. Ugly 


A companion piece to ’Gold Digger’ 


Ugly 


Ugly, you’ve become 
From chiseled, honed and fine 
You’ve crossed the line. 
Become a mental jelly 
Melted in the face and belly. 


Thought that you could live 
With never give. 
A privileged beggar 
Feeding on your whine 
"What’s theirs should be mine.’ 


Squanderer of time 
Tight with your own dime. 
Loose with family dollar 
Pandering to mental squalor. 
No spine as you opine, 


Bemoan your lack; 
Lying to their face and back. 


Stack imagined ills 
Like bitter pills you have to swallow 
As you wallow in ugly pout, 


Festering from inside to out 
Entitled though you feel 
What is really real? 


Do you count the cost 
Of what you’ve lost? 


Can you intentions hide 
Now, with no one by your side? 
The taste of bitter on your tongue 
Having wrung hearts and pockets dry 
The fate you decry 
Is a noose of your own making. 


Shaped your hanging rope 
With all the taking. 
Pity. 
Ugly you’ve become 
Numb. 
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13. SBQ and SFC 


SBQ and SFC 


Super Bitch Queen Bee 
And Stupid Effing C 
At loggerheads one day, 
Had tumultuous fray, 
For the names were not the ones 
They wanted. 


So each the other taunted: 
Christening with Hellish sprinkle 
A festering wrinkle 
That you’d think came from the blue: 
Not true. 
It grew. 
With necessary aging 
And previous inner raging. 
For there was no agree. 


Pity this should be, 
Each clutching tight 
To illusion’s right. 
Armistice failed. 
Wrong prevailed. 
Walls were erected. 
Peripheries were infected. 


Gauging silly cat-fight words 
Temporary turds. 
Solidified to stone 
Leave one 
Prideful — alone. 
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14. Milk Snake 


Milk Snake 


Red, white, black, 
A jewel necklace weaves, 
through Green of grass 


This blue skied sunshine day. 


Fascinated; eyes rapt as 
Silver flash in sight frame 
Severs undulation 


Red, black, white, 


Unjeweled pieces twitching. 
Children’s eyes cry 

Snake must die 

Why? 


Sucks cow udders dry. 
Little minds shift in 
Instant life death rift 


So swift. 


Milk snake myth. 

This blue skied sunshine day 
King come to bask 

Not much to ask 


This blue skied sunshine day. 
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15. Ghost 


Ghost 


Your ghost, it rattles in my heart 

Though chains are broken, rent apart 

I’m told a residue remains, imprints, bruises 
Leftover pains. 

Why do you keep haunting me 


When from your coil I broke free? 


It’s said to dance that it takes two 
But for your gall I can blame you. 
Lead with left, then spin to right 
To follow you I lost my sight. 


Enchanted by your wicked spell 
For the truth you failed to tell. 
I stumbled, crept, in supplication 


Accepting mental fornication. 


Where you’re on top and I am under 


What is it that’s rent asunder? 
All the future ideation 


Naught to do with my creation. 


So should you haunt me in the future 
I’ll have sewn that final suture. 
For that part of wound so still agape 


That it invites another rape. 


I don’t think that I’ll be there 
Laying me so raw and bare. 

There is so much I have to do 
Alone, without the ghost of you. 

So when you come to haunt me now 


To your lead I will not bow. 


So ghost begone and stop your prattle 
Leave me be for my own battle. 
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16. Fickle 


Fickle 


Drag my skins 

on jagged stone 

in atone 

for uncommitted sins 


concocted for your wins. 


Your lure 
drew so pure. 


Then. 


Now. 
I see true face. 
A fickle chameleon 


wanting of grace; 
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